Bhakaroff. Slickum knew that Bhakaroff had no relatives
and so he talked It over with me. You see, we both were
very worried about BhakarofFs eye. He has only one eye,
the left one; the right one has been blind ever since he got
a sabre wound on his head when he fought in the White
Russian Army. No, you would not guess it, if you didn't
know Sasha very well. What you call his poses and pre-
tensions, I think, are the result of trying all his life to conceal
this blind eye. Slickum noticed first that his left eye started
to get weaker too. That was three years ago. Sasha, of
course, never talked about it, but I think he must have been
desperate and secretly he made the round of all the great
eye specialists* Slickum found their bills in his mail. They
tried this and that, very painful, cruel treatments; it hurts
one even to think of it. Sometimes he believed that his sight
had improved and then he was so happy, so hilarious, he
would get drunk and crazy. And then he would trip some-
where or spill his glass or not recognise a face, and then he
would fall into those desperate depressions and would not
talk to anyone, just lock himself in and look at things, look
at things and see less and less of them. He never mentioned
it even by a single word; it was ghastly, because it made it
so much harder for Slickum and me to help him find his way
without letting him guess that we knew about his trouble.
And then I talked to the doctor. There is no hope and no
help, Bob. Sasha will be blind, and very soon too. If he
were all that you think he is, it would be easy to break my
word, let him sail alone and do as I please. As it is, there is
no way out. Can you understand now that it is not star
sapphires I am going to marry?"

" When did the doctor tell you ? Six weeks ago ? " Bob asked.

"Yes, on January sixth. I will never forget that date."

"Neither will I. On January seventh your engagement
was announced in the papers, wasn't it?"

" Yes, I believe 10------"
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